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A T the Deſire of ſome Friends I attempted the following 

Piece; but afterwards, upon their pointing out a great 
Number of Plates, which they convinced me were not ſo fit 
for Mufic as they might be made, I alter'd them. I like- 
wiſe ſuppreſsd ſeveral Recitatives and Airs, | and threw 
in others; ſo that the following Piece may properly be con- 
fidered as the Muſical ODE for St. Cxciitia's-Dar. 
What I intended for the Poetical One hall be publiſhed at 


4 proper Opportunity. 


J. L. 


CRO Rys. 


E E fan'd Apollo and the Nine, 
Ve Oz Pindus* flo ry Hill ! 
. Their Notes, that in loud Concert join, 
de winding Vallies fill : 
T' aſſembled Deities all their Art diſplay, 
Love the great Theme of their united Lay. 
Dus r. 
Immortal Love, with tuneful Tyres, 
Lo! the Song to Thee we raiſe ; 
Thou, who ev*ry Breaſt inſpires, 
Thus to warble forth thy Praiſe. 
Thy Bleſſings which for ever flow, 
Speak thee gracious, and divine, 
Inchanting Power ! to thee wwe owe, 


Worlds on Worlds tbat round us ſbine. Da Capo. 


RECITAT IV. 


Aloft the Strains melodious ſwiftly fly, 

The Ether pierce, and reach the inmoſt Sky: 
The Clouds divide, the Gods appear around ; 
Silent they bend, attracted by the Sound. 
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When a tender, virtuous Paſſion, 
Mutually two Lovers feel ; 

When their Ou Inclination, 
Sigbing ibey in Words reveal. 
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Thus to languiſh, 
Free from Anguiſb, 

O what Tranſports they enjoy ! 
Theſe are Treaſures, 
Theſe are Pleaſures, 

Charm the. Soul, and never cloy. 


RECITATIVE. 


Hark ! the loud Trumpet calls a Youth to Arms; 
By Glory rouz'd, he pants for Wars Alarms. 
In vain his Nymph's fond Tears would tempt his 
Stay; b 
He tc a Sigh, then tears himſelf away. 
i „ 
The Hero whom a. Fair-One fires, 
Untaught to yield, 
Haſtes to the Field: 
Midſt fierceſt Foes, 
Intrepid goes; 
He charges, and the Hoſt retires, 
Whilſt round he whirls his fatal Spear, 
The Drums hoarſe Voice, the Cannon's Roar, 
Are glorious Muſic to his Ear; 
For ſoon the Foe will Life implore. [Da Capo. 


| RacCaTATIVE. 


| Ah! fay, cou'd Painting, cou'd the weeping Muſe, 
| Soft-moving Words, or gloomy Colours chuſe, 

Tho? the Twin Arts had all their Powers combin'd, 
To draw a dying Lover's tortur'd Mind. 


* F% 8 09 
Wheat cruel Pangs the Lover feels, 
Who ſoon muſt bid adieu, 
To her whoſe Face a Heaven reveals, S, Þ 
Which be no more muſt view ! 
But doow'd to wander, loft, forlorn, 
In myrtle Shades below : 


| Doom 4 


5 een * E . ee * 75 0 RR 
— 1 eu re . ET Rae OR EIN 5 
Eee ee as 
r ** . — , r I 
1 


* CO 


* —_ 
0 " 


_ * 
8 
— * * 


— 


—— — — — —— — 


65 
Er his own Fate, his Mmpbi to mourn, © 
And nouriſh endleſs Noe. 


RECIiTATIVE. 
Thus whilſt the Muſe Love's boundleſs 8 


ſings: 


The Gods applaud, and all Olympus rings. 


CHORUS. 
Sprung from Gods, immortal Love, 
O'er the Mind triumphant reigns : 
Wond'rous Power ! by thee we prove, 
Bitter Sweets, and pleaſing Pains. 


PART II. 
CHORUS, 


ATL Harmony] amazing Source, 
Of Bleſſings Gods and Men enjoy ; 
Inſpir'd we fing thy awful Courſe, 
Which ceaſing wou'd the World deſtroy. 
Till thou camiſt forth all Nature lay 
Dark as the Abyſs profound : 


But at thy Gloom. footing Ray, 
Inchanting Glories darted round. 


AIR. 
Gracious Power, to thee we owe 
Muſic, Daughter of the Sky : 
Softeſt Spell to lighten Woe ; 
Strongeſt Charm to heighten Foy. 


ReciTATIVE. 


At Muſic's ſacred Name, a Blaze of Light 
Streams round the Globe, and inſtant takes from 
Sight 


The 
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The lining Deities, the Muſes ill; 
Huſh'd are * Sounds, and the whole Ethet till. 


a 
With Cæleſtial Glory crown'd, - 
( Awful Saints exulting round ) 


See Cecilia flow deſcend, 
And to Earth ber Progreſs ond ! Si 


Their bright Charge, thro Fields of Air, 
Angels on their Pinions bear : 

Waft her Harp along the Shy, . N 
And, inchauted, round ber fly. [Da Capo. 


RECITATIVE accompanied. 


Mortals, in Hymns of tuneful Joy, 
Her Preſence greet, her Virtues praiſe; 


Their nobleſt Inſtruments employ, 
And, as to Heaven, their Voices raiſe. 


In ſolemn Chorus now they join, 
And now diftin& they ſound. 

On Hautboys, warbling Flutes refine, 
And ſpread Inchantment round. 


Gently each Breaſt gay Viols warm, 
And wake a fond 1 Defire ; 

With lofty Accents, Trumpets charm, 
And mighty Thoughts inſpire. 


The Trebles raiſe, the Baſſes ſink, 
By Turns the raviſh*d Soul ; 

Strange: Magic, at the Ear to drink, 
Sounds that each Pulſe-controul ! 


A 1 R. 


Muſic, gently-ſoothing Power, 
In what Cloud-ſurrounding Bower, 
Far remov'd, in deep Diſguiſe, 


Doft thou hide from human Eyes ? 
What 


A 7 
What art thou; fewe! Being, jar, 
| When thou warbleſt from the Spray; 
| When thou wak*ſt; the fleeping String; = 
What art thou when Angels fing? ID Capa. 


RactTATIVE.. 
Pleas'd the Celeſtial Viſitapt ſurveys 
Mankind, thus celebrating Muſic's Praiſe. 
Swift o'er her Fate ſeraphie Glories play, 
Whoſe Splendors emulate the ſolar Ray: 
Cherubs around the facred Minftrel throng, 
Whilſt Mortals thus purſue the joyful Song. 


 \...Dv.r7T. 
As Nature with the Sun revives, 
The Magnet Kindred Iron draws ; 
As Cold with Heat inceſſant ſtrives, a 
Each Orb obeys the gen ral Laws: . 
So Sounds harmonious, foft or ſtrong; 1 
Airy or grave, of fharp or ſweet, 
The Paſſions fondly draw along, 
- Whilſt, round each Heart, the Accents beat. 
iS of FEY 
De Captivè bound in rankling Chains, 
I bo ſadly of his Fate complains, . 
If Muſic ſpeaks, no Anguiſb knows, 
But ſweetly tnlPd, forgets bis Woes. 
Her Voice can ſooth the fierceſt Grief, 
| And &'er the Mind breathe ſoft Relief. [Da Capo. 
REctTaTiVe 
The melting Theme tranſports each mortal Breaft ; 
| Wakes ev'ry Joy, and gives to Sorrow Reſt! 
And whilſt the Strains the ſofteſt Thoughts inſpire, 
A Voice proceeds, and lifts the Subject higher. 
| | A. 
Muvufic can the Paſſions raiſe; 
Wake the Soul with ſtveet Surprize, 
* * Swifth 


(68) 
Swiftly as the Lightning's Nane, 
O'er the Earth, wide-ſpreading flies. 


REeciTaTrrive. 


Now the ztherial Lyriſt ſweeps the Strings, 
And thus, reſponſive to her Harp, ſhe ſings. 


EY 


Mort & ſcorn the boaſted Nine; 
Sing of . Love, but Love divine, 
Vain are all terreftrial Things. 
| They or ſoon, or late decay, 
Flouriſh now, now glide away, 
Blades of ee and Thrones of Kings. 


[Da Capo. 


REec1iTATIVE accompanied. 
Leave tranſient Joys, and raiſe the Theme, 
To Glories which inchant the Eye ; 


Where endleſs Sun-ſhine, Bliſs ſupreme, 
Encircle thoſe who wing the Sky. 


Diſplay his Goodneſs, hail his Might, 
Who Nature call'd from boundleſs Night, 
And pour'd o'er all a Flood of Light. 


Thus will your Hymns like Incenſe riſe 
To Heav'n a grateful Sacrifice, 
And draw new Bleſſings from the Skies. 


GRAND CHORUS. 


Diſplay his Goodneſs, hail his Might, 
Who Nature calPd from 4% Kalk. s Night, 
And pour'd ver all a Flood of 


Thus <will your Hymns like Incenſe riſe 
Ts Heay'n a grateful Sacrifice: | 
And dra new Bleſſings from the Skies, 
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